INTRODUCTION
described as "the young champion of Welsh Nationalism/*
England slumbered in security, false but pleasant: the
war in South Africa—the last of the fourteen major campaigns
fought in Queen Victoria's reign—was yet to come. The
Prince was to grow up during years of tribulation, but there
was no hint of this when his great-grandmother drove up
Richmond Hill, on July 16, to see the "dear, fine baby'* being
christened.
My story, in the following pages, is, I believe, an honest
record of the episodes in the life of the ex-King. Some of
these episodes stand out as a key to his character, and mot-
ives, when he was young. One recalls the boyhood story of
his remark to Lord Roberts, that when he became King he
would "pass a law against cutting puppy dogs' tails," and one
to prevent "them" from using bearing reins on horses. We
turn to a picture of him at the age of seventeen, being in-
vested as Prince of Wales, and promising to be "a husband
to his country and a father to his people." Then Oxford, a
youth of twenty, devoted perhaps to his banjo rather than to
his books, liked by everyone who met him. "He will never
be a British Solomon," said the President of Magdalen, but
he added that "all the time" the Prince was "learning more
and more every day of men, gauging character, watching its
play, getting to know what Englishmen are like...." Then
the war, and the day in October 1914 when the Prince dashed
up the stairs of the War Office and begged Lord Kitchener
to allow him to go with his regiment to France. "What does
it matter if I am shot?" he pleaded. "I have four brothers/'
Then service in France, Egypt and Italy—and the end of the
war when he stood, wearing his uniform, on the balcony of
Buckingham Palace, beside his father and mother.
To this point in the Prince's story, the theme seems simple
and reassuring: he had grown in strength, through all these
changing phases. Then began eight years of wandering, to
the countries of the Commonwealth; eight years during which
there was no permanence in his life, and no pattern of friend-
ships in which he would learn more of the secrets of human
nature.	i
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